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      Deep Purple’s “Smoke on the Water” ringtone woke Tristan up. He jumped and slid his finger across the screen on his phone to answer it.

      “You coming?” It was Julie, the girl he worked with at Wegmans. He was a stock boy and she worked in the bakery. He’d been flirting with her for weeks now, trying to build up the courage to ask her out.

      He searched around for a clock and spotted the time on the microwave: 8:00.

      “Yeah, definitely,” he said. He flashed a smile, trying his best to show his enthusiasm through his voice. “Wouldn’t miss it.”

      Julie had been planning this New Year’s Eve party since Thanksgiving. She’d said she was excited that Tristan was going to come. Tonight was his chance.

      “You better leave soon. It’s snowing pretty bad out there,” she said.

      Tristan hadn’t looked outside. They’d been calling for a blizzard, but he’d figured he’d be at the party by now.

      “I’m on my way. Need anything?”

      “Uh, no. Just…be caref—”

      “Shaver!” a familiar husky voice shouted into the phone. “Get your ass over here! I’m gonna drink all the booze!” Tony wasn’t Tristan’s friend, per se; more like a drinking buddy who always seemed to have enough money for alcohol without holding down a job. But he was always willing to share, which meant Tristan buddied up with him at parties. He’d have to be an idiot to turn down free drinks, right?

      “Fuck off, Tony,” Tristan said, forcing a laugh. He wanted to keep Tony’s wallet open to him but was annoyed that he’d be at the party. It was going to be hard to keep the peace with Tony and finally move forward with Julie.

      “I’m gonna kiss your girl tonight.” Tony made kissing noises into the phone—clearly he was starting the New Year’s celebrations early.

      Tristan could hear Julie yelling at Tony in the background. No doubt she was trying to take her phone from him. Finally, the scuffle stopped and Julie’s breathless voice was once again gracing Tristan’s ear. “Can’t wait to see you tonight. Drive safe!”

      As soon as he got off the phone with Julie, he started searching for something to wear. His laundry was scattered across his small studio apartment. His laundry bag was overflowing, since he’d been putting off the wash until he went home. Three dollars per load was too much for a broke college kid to spend.

      After sniffing a few options, he found a pair of jeans that didn’t look too bad and slid them on. In the bathroom, he shook out his curly hair, wishing he had time to shower and tame it, but he was already late.

      What else would he need? He looked around the room and spotted the small liquor collection he kept under his fish tank. He tossed out the contents of his backpack and stuffed as much alcohol as he could into the bag. He was hoping to bring most of it home at a later date—why drink your own liquor when Tony was around?—but he figured the gesture would count for something.

      He stood silent while he tried to think of any last-minute things he needed to do before he took off for the night. Then he thought about Tony’s words: I’m gonna kiss your girl tonight. He couldn’t let that happen, so he kicked it into high gear. After brushing his teeth and pulling on his leather jacket, he was out the door.

      The snow was piling up fast. He didn’t have time to shovel a path, so he hopped through the soft, frigid snow across the small parking lot to his car, trying to take as few steps as possible.

      “Aw, shit,” he muttered to himself. He had forgotten about needing to wipe off his windows. Worse, the parking lot still had to be plowed. There was already a good foot of snow on the ground. He looked down at the time on his phone: 8:24. He could still take the subway before it closed for the night.

      Leaping back across the parking lot, Tristan tried, but failed, to land in his previous foot holes. As he reached the street, he stopped to watch the snow fall amidst the streetlights. Even though he had lived in Buffalo his whole life, nighttime snowfall was still so captivating to him. Everything was quiet and peaceful. The snow silenced the sound of the traffic and the buildings were still lit up with Christmas decorations that illuminated the falling flakes.

      He could’ve stayed out there for hours, but the cold was nipping at his fingers, which were tightly wrapped around the strap of his backpack. He turned in the direction of the subway station—he didn’t want to think about how crowded it would be on New Year’s Eve—and his eyes widened when he saw a car sliding in the snow, coming right for him.

      He tried to move out of the way, but slipped and fell on the cold, wet sidewalk. Luckily, the snow provided enough padding for his backpack and none of his bottles broke.

      The car skidded to a stop at a crooked angle against the raised sidewalk. The lights flashed in Tristan’s eyes as he picked himself off the ground and brushed off the snow from his hands. They were frozen now. He should’ve brought gloves.

      He walked up to the driver’s window and knocked on the steaming glass. He still couldn’t make out the driver.

      Slowly, the window rolled down. The driver was a beautiful girl wearing a green knitted hat and a black parka with fur lining the edge of the hood. She looked very familiar, but Tristan couldn’t place where he had seen her.

      “Can you help?” she asked. “The stupid light changed and I slid right through.”

      “You almost took me out!” he blurted. He set his backpack against the streetlight she had barely missed. “Put it in reverse, and I’ll try to push you out.” He checked the street to see if anyone was coming and moved to the front of her car. The front wheels were pressed up against the sidewalk. “Turn on your flashers!”

      When she pressed the gas, her tires spun, splattering wet snow onto Tristan’s jacket. With the help of his pushing, the car slid back away from the sidewalk and into the street. Instead of pointing in the direction she intended, it shifted toward the driveway to his apartment building.

      “No, turn your wheel the other way!” he yelled.

      “What?”

      He let go and she let up on the gas. Her car was now sitting in the middle of the intersection. He leaned in her window—a little more breathless than he’d like to admit—and said, “Where are you going?”

      “I want to go that way.” She pointed behind him.

      He reached inside and turned her steering wheel in the right direction. “Now, let’s try it again.”

      She rolled her eyes and waited for him to return to the front of the car before pressing the gas pedal. The car started to turn and then hit a hard chunk of snow and stalled.

      “What was that?” she called from the window.

      Tristan circled the car and kicked out the built-up snow from behind the tires. “Try starting it again.”

      She turned the key and the car chugged, but didn’t start. She finally stopped trying and looked up at the ceiling and groaned.

      “I don’t think you’re going anywhere. At least not now,” Tristan said. “You can leave it in the parking lot here.” He pointed to the entrance of the parking lot for his building. “Give me a hand?”

      She grumbled and stepped out of the car. Together, they pushed it into the driveway and off the street. They couldn’t get it in as far as either of them would’ve liked, but the snow was built up too much.

      Tristan’s clothes were soaked and his limbs were freezing. “Do you have a place to stay until the storm passes?” he asked, burying his ice-cold hands in his pockets.

      The girl pulled up her hood over her head. “I was supposed to be home.”

      “Well, that’s not an option.” He picked up his backpack from the sidewalk and waved for the girl to join him at the door to his building. “C’mon, let’s get inside while you decide.”

      The girl huffed and, with a sense of hesitation that Tristan didn’t care for—after all, he had helped her out without her even having to ask—she eventually followed.

      “At least this way we can stay warm.” He led her up the stairs and into his apartment. “Sorry for the mess.” He pulled a hoodie and some T-shirts off the back of the couch and tossed them on top of his overflowing laundry bag.

      “It’s fine,” she said. “I’m just going to call my roommate and see if she can pick me up.”

      Tristan nodded. “Sure. Where’s she coming from?” He wanted to be able to calculate when he could make it to the party.

      “I’m not sure. She was heading downtown.” She tapped at her phone with her thumb and stepped into the bathroom to talk.

      Great. Downtown. She was probably packed in the middle of the crowd outside of the Electric Tower already, unable to leave. That was if she even heard her phone over the sound of the band playing. Tristan didn’t know the extent of this girl’s friendship with her roommate, but he was willing to bet that as long as she wasn’t stranded in the snow somewhere in her car, her roommate wasn’t going to show up until well after midnight.

      The girl exited the bathroom, eyes still focused on her phone. “She didn’t answer. God, 4G sucks in this weather.”

      “I have Wi-Fi,” Tristan offered. He was about to give her the password when the lights cut out.

      “Damn it!” The girl slid her phone into the back pocket of her jeans. “No car, no power. Do you even have heat?”

      Tristan nodded. “Gas.” This was the first time since he’d moved in
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